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That reeks as recent yet toward the fair heavens
Be thoroughly cleansed with judgment.

Queen.                                                   Must I too

Bleed to make Scotland clean of baser blood
Than this she seeks of mine?

Murray.                             If you shall die,

Bethink you for what cause, and that sole thought
Shall seal your lips up from all pride of plea
That would put in between your deed and doom
The name of queen to cover you.    No age
That lived on earth red-handed without law
Ever let pass in peace and unchastised
Such acts as this that yet in all men's ears
Rings as a cry unanswered.    When your lord
Ij&y newly murdered, and all tongues of friends
. Were loud in prayer to you to save your name
From stain of accusation, and yield up
That head to judgment which the whale world held
Blood-guilty, first with subtle stretch of time
Did you put back the trial, then devise
To make it fruitless save of mockery; next,
I cannot say for shame what shame foregone
Moved you to put upon this loathing land
That great dishonour to behold and bear
The man your lover for its lord, and you,
Queen of all Scots and thrall of one most base,
While yet the ring was from his finger warm
That sealed it first, and on his wedded hand
The young blood of your husband, ere the prim
Had cooled of marriage or of murder, you